194                           POPE
The pale boy-senator yet tingling stands,
And holds his breeches close with both his hands.
Then thus :   "_Since man from beast by words is
known,
Words are man's province, words we teach alone.
When reason doubtful, like the Samian letter.
Points him two ways ; the narrower is the better.
Placed at the door of learning, youth to guide,
We never suffer it to stand too wide,
To ask, to guess., to know, as they commence,
As fancy opens the quick springs of sense,
We ply the memory 3 we load the brain,
Bind rebel wit, and double chain on chain ;
Confine the thought, to exercise the breath ;
And keep them in the pale words till death,
Whate'er the talents, or howe'er designed,
We hang one jingling padlock on the mind :
A poet the first day he dips his quill;
And what the last ? A very poet still.
Pity 1 the charm works only in our wall,
Lost, lost too soon in yonder house or hall.
There truant Wyndham ev'ry muse gave o'er,
There Talbot sunk, and was a wit no more !
How sweet an Ovid, Murray, was our boast!
How many Martials were in Pulteney lost!
Else sure some bard, to our eternal praise,
In twice ten thousand rhyming nights and days,
Had reached the work, the All that mortal can;
And South beheld that masterpiece of man.
" Oh " (cried the goddess) " for some pedant reign!